IX

RULING BY THE TEN COM-
MANDMENTS

T

HE  campaign was over and ended.

The morning would break on Election                                 f

Day.   We were speeding homeward in                                 f

the midnight hour on a special from the west-                                 I

ern end of the State, where rthe day had been                                 f

spent in speech-making, a hurricane wind-up                                 ^

of a canvass that had taken the breath of                                 I

the old-timers away.  Was it the victory in the                                 I

air, was it Sherman Bell, the rough-rider de-                                 ;j

puty sheriff from Cripple Creek, or what was                                 ;

it that had turned us all, young and old, into so                                 ;;

many romping boys as the day drew toward                                 |

its close?   I can still see the venerable Ex-Gov-                                 \

ernor and Minister to Spain Stewart L. Wood-                                |

ford, myself, and a third scapegrace, whose                                 }

name I have forgotten, going through the                                |
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